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his round, firm haunches, his head tossed into the air,
and his nervous fretting had brought a patch of damp
sweat to his delicate neck. The boy held the bridle as
I mounted. Directly the horse felt weight on the stirrup
he pranced and capered like a lunatic. He reared and
snorted and stamped, and though I said nice things to
him in Arabic and patted his neck, he was wild and
restive all the way round the village, and I felt his
urgent force straining between my legs to gallop away
into freedom.

The two troopers were waiting for their horses when
we returned. By now my horse was covered in lather
and trembling with excitement. The boy held the bridle
as I dismounted. Suddenly the horse jerked his head,
the boy lost hold of the bridle, and I nearly fell. I
stepped off and led the horse up to him. As I handed
him the reins he flinched violently. Then I understood
the look in his eyes. He expected I was going to hit
him. I cursed my inadequate Arabic.

" Thank you for the horse," I said. " He is a very
good horse. And you are a very good trooper/'

I shook his hand. " Good-bye," I said. " May Allah
preserve you."

He looked at me with large eyes in silence. But as
I walked away to the car I heard him softly say " Good-
bye," and then something I did not catch.

When we drove away I looked back. He was stand-
ing with his legs apart, in the same place I had left him.
His left hand was on his hip, his right hand was raised
in a gesture of farewell, and he stared after us. When
I looked back later, the streets of the village were empty
except for a tiny figure standing with feet apart and
right hand raised to say good-bye. He was still stand-
ing there when the village passed out of sight.